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"Lovie Ravelston," the little girl answered promptly and clear-
ly in the automatic and yet self-conscious way in which children
repeat the catechism, "and her be Lovie's new mummy. God
bless Old Funk and Popsy and Crummy, for Jesus' sake—
Mummy can say 'tish-o, tish-o,' like a trot-trot, Mummy
can!"
Wizzie's heart was beating fast under her Antelope luncheon-
dress as she glanced at him to see the effect of Lovie's words.
But Mr. Quirm displayed perfect composure. "Your own,
eh?" he said smiling. "I guessed as much! And how does our
friend IsTo-man hit it off with his new daughter?"
"You'd better ask her" brought out Wizzie with much relief;
and they both looked at the little girl.
"Man's going to give Lovie great big gold fishes," pro-
nounced the child eagerly, "and Gwendolly wants gold fishes,
too!"
"She's mixing up D. No-man with Mr. Cask," Wizzie has-
tened to explain. "He called us into his place this morning
when Mrs. Dearth was out."
Mr. Quirm, who was now steering the perambulator into
the common entrance of Glymes, looked puzzled.
"I thought Cask was at work," he said. "Over here we feel
your friend Jenny's being a bit cantankerous with her old
Roman; but you know more about that, of course, than we do.
By the way, it's 'Thel,' I take it, you've come to call on, not
Nance, by any chance. Nance would love to see this little lady
of yours. What did you say your name was, my sweet?"
Lovie fixed on him a somewhat dubious and hesitant eye,
and several shades of expression crossed her face with ex-
traordinary rapidity. It was clear to Wizzie, who was watching
her with interest, that the child didn't feel as sure of Mr.
Quirm now as she had felt when he picked up her doll. An
indefinable unction in the tone of his voice when he said "my
sweet" must have put the little thing on her guard. She turned
away from her questioner and murmured a casual answer to
the general purlieus of Glymes. "Gwendolly's 'tending that
Lovie isn't her mummy. Gwendolly's playing this be work-
house, but Lovie bain't going to be put	"
Wizzie sharply interrupted her. "She doesn't know what
she's saying, Mr. Quirm. Lovie, I'm ashamed of you! You
mustn't play 'workhouse' here. This is Mr. Quirm's nice home,

